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MEMORIES 

THE VOICE 

ATOMS as old as stars, 
l Mutation on mutation, 
Millions and millions of cells 
Dividing, yet still the same; 
From air and changing earth, 
From ancient Eastern rivers, 
From turquoise tropic seas, 
Unto myself I came. 

My spirit, like my flesh, 
Sprang from a thousand sources, 
From cave-man, hunter and shepherd, 
From Karnak, Cyprus, Rome; 
The living thoughts in me 
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Spring from dead men and women 
Forgotten time out of mind 
And many as bubbles of foam. 

Here for a moment's space 
Into the light out of darkness, 
The many in one are mingled, 
Finding words with my breath; 
Like a great voice in me 
I hear them shout: "Forever 
Seek for Beauty — she only 
Fights with man against death." 

THE LONG HILL 

1 must have passed the crest a while ago 

And now I am going down. 
Strange to have crossed the crest and not to know — 

But the brambles were always catching the hem of my 
gown. 

All the morning I thought how proud it would be 

To stand there straight as a queen — 
Wrapped in the wind and the sun, with the world under me. 

But the air was dull, there was little I could have seen. 

It was nearly level along the beaten track 

And the brambles caught in my gown — 
But it's no use now to think of turning back, 

The rest of the way will be only going down. 
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